The contention of the two famous Houfes 
Sbn brotl,tt 

"V.Aadto 

S‘ CU f ence ' Clar «»cc y for Lane after. 

Edw.St tu 'Brute, wilt thou (lab too ? 

A parlie m*ra 3 to &*rg* 0 / Clarence. 

Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whi Mere tooeth «• j . 

redRofeoHI »/te U*,f, br J ts 

rf K vT C C ar *” ce > c °™*S hou wilt if Warwicke cal! 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfc 
f Who gaue his blood to lime the ftones together) 

And fet V p Laneafter. Thinkeft thou, 8 

That Clarence is fo har£h vnnaturall 
To hf c his fword againft his brothers life 
And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turne my blufliing checkes 
Pardon me Edward, for I iiaue done an^ffe, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

F ° r rf C ^°[ th 1 WiU P ,GUe no more vneonftant. 

ijv. Welcome Clarence ten times more welcome, 

- hen if thou neuer hadft dcleru’d our hate. 

^.Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. 

W^f.Oh palling traitor,periur’d and vniuft. 
e<w.Now Warwicke, wilt thou Ieaue 
The towne and fight ? or fihall W e beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? 

War, Why I am not coopt vp hcere for defence, 

I will away to presently, 

And 



aassaaa 

f Torieand Lancaster. 

And D?d thee battail ^Sduvard if thou dar*ft« 

Edw. Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way 
Lords to the field,Saint George znd vi&ory. ^ 

Exeunt omnes. 

Alar mes } and then enter Warwicke wounded. 

War. Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe 
And tell me who is v\£toi } Torke ov Warwicke? * 

Why aske I that r my mangled body fhewes 
Thatlmuftyeeld my body to the earth. * * 

And by my fall tnc conqueft to my foes. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue Ihelter to the princely Eagle 
Vnder whofe lliade the rampant Lyon flept * 

Whofe top branch oucr-pecrd hues fpreading tree. 

The vvrmcklcs in my browes now fild withbloud. 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who liu’d king,but 1 could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when ITarwkke bent his brow <» 

Loe now my glory fmeard in duftand blood; 

My parkes.my walkcs.my mannors that 1 had 
Eucn now forlake me,and of all my Lands, * 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet „ 

Ox/. Ah Warwicke, Warwick ^, cheere vp thy fclfe and Hue, 
For yet there s hope enough to win the day. 

ur warlike Queene wich troopes is come from Trance, 
And at Southhampton landed all her traine, 
nd mightft thou Hue, then would we neuer flie, 
ttjr.Why then I would not fiie,nor haue I now, 

But Hercules himfelfe muft yceld toods, 

Eor many wounds receiu’d^nd many more repaide, 

. i f° ^ ™y ^ ron g knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And fpueaf Tpites needs muft I yeold to death, 
bonh Th y orother Montague hathbreath’dhislaft. 
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